him I felt myself drawn into a rarer universe of
passionately disinterested thought and curiosity and
Knowledge above the heads of the crowd.
Richard had a few days5 work in the district, so we
stayed on at the rest-house and Bernard stayed too. Two
days later, with Richard out alone in the jungle, he
asked me to give him a game of tennis. I had neither
shoes nor racket, so he suggested instead a drive to the
Chitamani caves, a dozen miles away.
Half an hour brought us in sight of a colossal lime-
stone rock, looming high above the trees. Its surface
from the distance was barren, except for a growth of
stunted foliage that crowned its head. It stood com-
pletely alone, as though space as well as time had
deserted it. Bernard pointed out a small black hollow
in the face of the cliff. From where we stood it looked
no bigger than a field-mouse's hole. That,, he ex-
plained, was the entrance to the caves.
"We left the car in a side track and followed the
narrow path, sodden with the morning's rain, for about
a mile. Underfoot slippery roots were waiting to trip
us: we bowed our heads to avoid sweeping off the
swarms of ants that boiled on overhanging branches-
Steps cut by coolies for the excavators led us up the face
of the rock, and at last we were face to face not with
a tiny hole but with a yawning entrance which might
have been that of a Pharaoh's tomb.
Within it was dank and chilly* Only the first
chamber of the caves was lit, by a shaft of declining
light from a gap higher in the rock A peculiar smell
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